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" I've been advised already to take up the state of the
traffic or penny postage. And, by the way, sir, that case
of ours is coming into Court, next week."
Sir Lawrence's loose eyebrow shot up :
" Oh ! " he said. " Do you remember, Marquess—your
granddaughter and my daughter-in-law ? I came to you
about it."
" Something to do with lions ? A libel, was it ? " said
the old peer. " My aunt	"
While Michael was trying to decide whether this was an
ejaculation or the beginning of a reminiscence, his father
broke in :
"Ah! yes, an interesting case that, Marquess—it's all
in Betty Montecourt's Memoirs."
" Libels," resumed the marquess, " had flavour in those
days. The words complained of were : c Her crinoline
covers her considerable obliquity.' "
" If anything's to be done to save scandal," muttered
Michael, " it must be done now. We're at a deadlock."
" Could you put in a word, sir ? " said Sir Lawrence.
The marquess's beard quivered.
" I see from the papers that my granddaughter is
marrying a man called MacGown, a Member of this House.
Is he about ? "
" Probably/' said Michael. " But I had a row with him.
I think, sir, there would be more chance with her."
The marquess rose. " Pll ask her to breakfast. I dis-
like publicity. Well, I hope you'll vote for this Bill, Mr.
Mont, and think over the question of electrifying the
Country. We want young men interested. Pm going to
the Peers' Gallery, now. Good-bye ! "
When briskly he had gone, Michael said to his father:
" If he's not going to have it, I wish he'd ask Fleur to
breakfast, too, There are two parties to this quarrel,"

